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TO 
THE MEMORY OF THE LATE 

GEORGE, 

VIIlTH DUKE OF ARGYLL. 



** These to his memoiy, since he held them dear." 

Tennyson, 
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QUEEN GUINEVERE. 



Amid the dazzling splendour of the Court, 

King Arthur's court, to which all courts seemed dim — 

Glittering as mirror'd star in some deep stream, 

In reverie plunged, in Love's absorbing dream — 

Low brOwed — wide orbed — stood Guinevere, the Queen. 

Against the milk-white column of her throat 
The diamonds flashed and counter flashed in turn. 
Fire opal, woke to life, or sank in death. 
As rose the shapely bosom with each breath. 
Beneath a corset wrought in cloth of gold — 
And all men marvel'd at the beauty of the Queen — 

Where had the great King found this Treasure Trove ? 
Had Arthur won her, in the old-world way — 
By strength of arm, by sword stroke and with lance, 
'Mid Herald's cry and men's approving glance — 
With all the ceremonial of the Lists, 

Had borne her to the court and crowned her Queen ? 

B 
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Had Merlin woke her from some mystic trance— 
By wave of wand and woven spell and chant, 
By incantation used and hidden art — 
'Mid groves of sacred oak where antlered hart 
And Druids dwell ? and brought her to the King. 
The rumours ran, but lo ! no man could tell. 
Men only saw the beauty of the Queen. 
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THE AMESBURY LEGEND OF THE 
DEATH OF GUINEVERE. 



As Guinevere lay dying she foretold 
What would befall, when passed she unto death, 
Praying, no more in life to see the Knight 
Who led her to her fall and to her doom — 
Foretold that Launcelot would bear her thence 
. At last to rest — and lay her in the tomb. 
Then came Death, chanting the office for the dead. 
And drawing nearer, spake what none might hear. 
Save only those who die — in dying ear — 
And drawing ever nearer — ^kissed the Queen. 
Then, silence reigned where Guinevere had been — 
And weeping, rose the Sisters round her bed — 
Placing a simple circlet on her brow. 
They clad her body in all purest white 
And loosed the golden hair, which served for pall ; 
And, grieving with that grief that finds no tear, 
Came Launcelot and bore her to the Mere, 
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At dead of night, by light of torch and flame — 
To sound of wailing, 'mid the clash of arms, 
Raised they a tomb wherein Queen Guinevere 
Might rest — and, shriven pass behind the Veil, 
To where King Arthur was, and be at Peace. 
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LAUNCELOT. 



— And musing Launcelot gazed where stole the Light, 
Beyond the ghostly bosom of the Mere ; 
Then, mounting, tode he seaward, dazed with grief, 
Turning but once to gaze where lay the Queen — 
And all his Life passed in a Pageant slow 
Moving athwart the vision of his brain. 
The dawn of manhood, and the call to arms. 
The blare of trumpet, and the cries of men, 
The Battle Light in eyes of those grown grey. 
The strange wrapt look of some foredoomed to death — 
The spears, like forests, capped with flashing steel. 
The standards swaying, sinking, raised again ; 
The sound of strife, the faces of the dead — 
And silence brooding at the end of all ! 
^ * * ^ * 

In every torrent, he would hear her voice. 
Each sun that rose and robed the world in flame, 
Would flame and burn with love for Guinevere ! 
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Each sunset would recall some happier hour — 
The starry nights would speak of Guinevere 
And bygone days that never more might be. 
Amid the roar of the advancing wave 
And long-drawn shriek of pebbles seaward torn — 
Through all, would sound the name of Guinevere I 
What cloister walls could bar out haunting Thought, 
For ever would he think upon the Queen — 
And, 2^ he mused, upon his ear there came 
The clamour of the wind and gathering storm 
And sound of Thunder, answering, o*er the Sea. 
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TO WILLIAM BLACK. 



Wc fain would let thy memory dwell 

Where rush the tideways of the sea, 
Where storms will moan or calms will tell 

To all the world our love for thee, 
Whom all men loved in this old land, 

And all men loved across the sea — 
We well may clasp our brethren's hand* 

And light the beacon light for thee ! 



* This monument was raised by friends and admirers throughout 
the British Empire, and by the Americans. 
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IN SILENCE ALL. 



Dedicated to the Paughters of William Black. 

Scene : The Eastern Coast of Mull, 
When the " William Black " Light is first lit 



Here, mid the splendour of the dying day — 

Wc consecrate this Light — in Love's own way, 

In silence all — 

It is in silence, that the day is bom, 

It is in silence, that the day — well worn — 

Sinks into night — 

Is't not, in silence that deep love is born. 

It is in silence that deep grief is borne 

In silence all-^ 



17 



THE INSCRIPTION 

FOR THE 

WILLIAM BLACK LIGHT TOWER, 
ISLE OF MULL. 



Th* inscription shall be writ by wind and wave 

And tideway, rushing strongly round the tower- 
Each rising tide shall write it — for he gave 
His love to thee, fair Island — for a dower ! 

Our memories kiss the memory of his name, 
In sunshine, gloom, or passing shower — 

And Scottish hearts enshrine his name 
And light the light in this strong tower. 
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THE TREASURE SHIP. 



My ship is laden all, with treasure vast — 
With treasure vast, with pearls, from out the sea — 
A gorgeous pennon floats from her high mast — 
Lo ! she is laden deep — with thoughts of Thee — 

And she hath braved the tempests gathering round- 
And she hath bravely stemmed the shock of sea — 
No foe hath boarded her, or foothold found — 
She lies awaiting her commands from Thee. 
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SONG 
DEDICATED TO PHEMIE MAC LAINE, 



AGED THREE. 



I know an Isle where rowans redden, 

Redden in the falling spray, 
Where rainbows, bom of sun and mist. 

Dissolve — ^and pass in mist away ! — 
Where wild waves thunder on the beach 

And foam wreaths mark a curving bay ; 
Where caves re-echo mystic music, 

Mermaids' music, so men say. 
Where ivy clasps an ancient keep, 

And bugle calls announce the day ! 
I know that land where rowans redden — 

Redden in the falling spray : 
Where rainbows, born of sun and mist 

Dissolve — and pass — in mist away. 
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SCOTLAND. 

SONG. 



Give me the Land of Torrent and of Storm, 
Of wild winds moaning down some lonely glen, 

Breathing a mournful music as they pass 
To wail around the corries of the Ben. 

Give me the note of Cushat, pleading low 
To listening mate in yonder forest glade, 

His jewelled neck, and throbbing breast aglow I — 
In love's own harmony, his tale is laid. 

Give me the voice of waters dyed with gold — 
The muffled thunder of some distant lyn — 

The bleat of sheep that comes from yonder fold. 
The scent of thyme, and breath of golden whin. 

Give me the splendour of some starry night. 
When chant the wild waves to the list'ning shore ! 

Ah, God ! they 'mind me, in the silvery light — 
Of byegone years that can return no more. 
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THE POSSIBLE. 

A SONG. 



We mark the footsteps in the tell tale sand, 

And each tide sweeps these yielding marks away— 

Re-strews the floor — re-decks with lavish hand 

With foam and amber-coloured weed. Each day 

Fresh shells lie at our feet — beneath our eye — 

That haply may unfold some priceless pearl ; 

And yon dim sail that we can scarce descry 

May be a ship we wait for, and unfurl 

The flaming pennant of some argosy 

With wealth of treasure from beyond the sea. 
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GUNS AT SEA. 



There is no music in this world of ours 
Like voice of cannon, thundered out at sea 
The voice that thrills the Soul when battle lowers — 
The chant of Death and immortality ! 

Hast heard the fanfare of our trumpets blown 
Mid smoke of broadsides, brooding o'er the deep ? 
Or marked the silence, when Death mounts his throne, 
A silence, deeper than the deepest sleep. 
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LINES 

Written on seeing a picture by Colin Hunter, of 
the "Victory/' with Nelson's body, off Walmer 
Castle, Deal, 1805. 

(Sunset hour.) . 

Bloodstained vision of battle ! 
Crowned and throned in light — 
Majestic image of England J 
Queen of seas, by right, 
Shrine and heart of England ! 
Shrine in a golden sea ! 
Robed by the setting Sun, 
As Kings might wish to be. 
Breath that's blown from England! 
Sea and skies repeat it 
In words of molten flame — 
* Passion and Blood of Christ ! 
Hope of the life to be ! 
Speak not of Roman triumph, 
Speak of the " Victory." 
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TO THE MEMORY OF BRAVE MEN. 

A BATTLE PRAYER, 



God grant us death in battle, bravely led, 
Not death, slow death, on some luxurious bed : 
Death ! with the chant of battle on the breeze — 
Death ! — with a vision — our loved ones on their knees- 
Death, with the blast of trumpet in our ears ! — 
Assuage their sorrow. Lord, our dear one's tears, — 
Death ! mid the rolling music of the drum — 
Death, with the visions of the life to come ! 
Death, with the clarions thrilling on the air ! 
Death, with the deepest Peace, Peace, everywhere. 
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A SUMMER NIGHT'S SONG. 



The nightingale breaks forth in plaintive strain, 
In adoration of her God, and at His shrine 
She offers up her prayer ; with what full heart 
Does she not worship ? Hearken how each line 
Is pregnant all, with love and imagery divine ! 
In what sweet cadence, in what faultless time. 
Weds she this masterpiece of song, to perfect rhyme I 
Throughout the fragrant night, her rivulet of song 
Gathering volume, moving ever, foam-like, borne along, 
Like some ethereal Spirit, floating, heavenward borne 
Across the starlit night to yonder glimmering dawn. 
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LINES 

DEDICATED TO 

MRS. CAMPBELL, OF DUNSTAFFNAGK 



Give me no diadem of earthly bliss 
Save my wean's arms about my neck, — his kiss ! 
His eyes are bluer than the deep blue sea ! 
And at his call my heart beats loud in me. 
He is my world ! and am I not his Queen ? 
He is my Knight ! my King ! my Paladin ! 
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LOVE'S REVEILLE. 



Dark night lies dreaming in the arms of day ; 

She dreams of love, and — dreaming, swoons away ; 

He must be gone, he says, the gallant gay ! 

And winds his horn — impatient of delay — 

His hounds bay loud, they scent the hidden prey. 

While shafts of light illume the forest grey — 

And rising winds the giant branches sway — 

He winds his horn, and sounds " Love's Reveille," 

And echo answers echo— haste away ! 

Tis Love who sounds the call ** Love's Reveille." 
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A SONG. 



r. 
Hands locked, the lovely hours go sweeping round, 
As waves through some deep channel newly found ; 
So fleet of foot, they scarcely touch the ground 
To rhythmic measure— music without sound. 

II. 
And there are days our memory holds dear — 
Moments that bring heaven's radiant portals near, 
With strains the listening soul alone can hear 
Mid trumpet-call of duty, stern and clear. 

III. 
Like dancers, swift the years are whirling by ! 
Some pass with laughter ; others, passing, sigh 
And beckon as they pass while we draw nigh — 
Drawn in — and follow, follow till we die. 
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A MORNING SONG. 



Awake ! Awake ! behold the Sun God in the skies- 
His glorious course has just begun, arise ! 
His breath dissolves the opal mists of Morn, 
With fiery haste he tears aside the veil of Dawn 
And hurls his golden javelins in the air ; 
The forest gloom is pierced, and everywhere 
Is joy and light, therefore, Arise ! Arise ! 
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CHILD'S FAIRY SONG. 



I heard a sound of fairy music, 

Joyous music, aye, and laughter, 

The moon up rose, and lit the scene — 

And fireflies, robed in red and green, 

Illum'd the night with splendour ! 

They held their mystic lamps on high 

Which flashed on jeweled armour — 

And as I gazed, I seemed to see 

The fairy host, half mad with glee — 

In whirling dance — fast locked together. 

Ah, let me join the fairy throng ! 

Ah, let me tread a measure ! 

Their answer came, their bugles rang, 

How sweet they sounded o'er the heather ! 

** We hail thee King, come, choose a Queen "- 

I sprang to clasp my Fairy Treasure. 
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THE LYN O' CLONARY. 



Ken ye the Lyn o' Clonary, 

Ken ye the braes an' waters dark 

Which rush to meet — an' kiss — an' part 

Below the Braes o' Clonary ? 

Ken ye the birks an' rowans oh ! 

The woods abune fair Clonary — 

The blind man's path/ beside the stream ? 

I mind it a', as in a dream, 

The path that leads to Clonary ! 

My luve has ta'en the path this day, 

The mossy path, like velvet green, 

The path that leads to Clonary. 

Her hair is brown wi' golden sheen, 

She's up the path to Clonary 

And I maun follow where she leads, 

I'm up and afif to Clonary. 

I hear her call, " Come follow me," 

Our tryst's the Lyn o' Clonary. 



* For years a blind man took this dangerous path daily, singing 
as he passed to his little house in a wood just above the pool and 
bridge. 
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COMMUNION HYMN. 



Speak, Lord, and say that we are dreaming not, 
As were Thy followers in Gethsemane — 
That, when we drink of this most holy cup. 
When we approach Thy mystic table. Lord, 
That we be wholly Thine, our thoughts on Thee ! 
Speak, Lord, the word that we draw nigh 
To sup with Thee, in deep humility — 
Sweet Lord we needed all — The crown of thorns. 
The cross. Thy bloody sweat. Thine agony — 
So let us be Thy Guests, Oh ! Master dear. 
Not, Lord, for one short hour alone to watch 
With Thee — but be with Thee through all eternity. 



i 




